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|.              '                       ing, and next moment, tall and thin and do
7l                                       stood in the doorway.    He neither bowed
I        *                               but crossly asked:  " Is Miss Morris here ?
Everyone looked reproachfully at everyon being the desired person. Then as the mam deepened, from my corner I lifted a rathe
1     ^                                 in acknowledgment of my presence, saying
)                                       I am here," and he gave ^ that peculiar "h
j '   • •                              which seemed to be a combination of groan a
)*         '                             instantly disappeared again.
Oh, dear! oh, dear!   I had felt myself u before, but now?    It was as if I had sp: ,     .  "                             shouted:   "Say!   I'm Miss Morris!"    Ev<
]                                      at me openly now, as if I were a conundr
»_                                     were trying to guess me.    I honestly beli
have broken down under the strain in a rr •     .                       but fortunately a slender little man made 1
?                                      pearance at one of the doors and took off hi
j                                      silk hat, revealing the thin, blond hair, the 1
]  ,      -                            pop-eyes of James Lewis.   Twenty minutes ;
*•                                     would have jumped at sight of him, but
lesson.   I expected no greeting now, even fi
;              x.                      friend.   I sat quite still, simply grateful tha
*l/ .                               had taken the general gaze from my misera!
shook hands all round, glanced at me and pa looked back, came back, held out his h; " You stuck-up little brute, I knew you ir pig-tails, and now you ain't going to speak 4                      are you, Clara ? "
I       * .                                While I was huskily answering him, a bij
peared at the door.    Her garments  were rich, and lockets (it was a great year for loci
j         .                             from both wrists, from her watch-chain, a
neck-chain.   She glittered with diamonds — dress which might also have answered for a i      -                               I laughed to myself as I thought what a pri:
h*» -fnr -niraf-Ac      TViPti  T \r\r\\rt*A  of k^an- l^ot-i/^c-/^